LETTERS
lives: then death crawls into that crack. But Danya had
no place for death to crawl into. His life had been
beautifully full, what could lay a finger on it? Danya—
dead? Everyone might die, but not Danya!
Closing her eyes, she kissed him and fell asleep. Two
hours later she woke up, quite rested and full of energy
and began to tidy up the room. She took down the dirty
curtains, wiped the dust, washed the floor. The cigarette
she left in the ash-tray.
The neighbour's grandmother was fussing about in
the kitchen. She was cooking something on the electric
stove. Seeing Lena she quickly pulled out the plug.
"They've introduced some limit or other—won't let us
use the power," she complained vaguely and carried
away the little stove into her room. Lena gave her some
meat-cake and a cup of tea with sugar. The grand-
mother drank it and complained that her grandson had
eaten all the sweets.
"They live meanly, these civilians," Lena thought to
herself, "Our life is better,"
She had a cold bath and with relish put on a soft warm
dressing gown. In that dressing gown she looked quite
different, she was the same Lena that made people stop
in the street to look at her. Standing in front of the
mirror, she smiled to herself: "Yes, that's the way we
are made," she said, lifting her left eyebrow, "that's the
way—we can be this, and that, we can be as we wish to
be." And then she threw off her dressing gown, because
it had suddenly occurred to her that the letters might be
with Katia Griasnov. Why they should be there she did
not know. Her husband wasn't even very fond of Katia,
he said she was a fool with bourgeois habits, but Lena
believed that the letters must be somewhere and the
only thing to do was to find them.
Katia met her with tears—her husband, the young
man with the mandoline, had been killed, she had been
notified two months ago.
"You have no idea how he loved me," sobbed Katia.
"He simply worshipped me."
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